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TO 

Ibcr  (Brace  the  SUicbess  of  Befcforfc 

AS   A    SLIGHT   TRIBUTE    TO    HER    LOVE   OF, 
AND    PROFICIENCY    IN, 

TIbe  Hrt  of  SfeatinQ, 

THIS    LITTLE   VOLUME    IS    RESPECTFULLY    INSCRIBED. 


TO 

IReafcer 


It  is  hoped  that  this  collection  of  verses  may 
suggest  a  pleasing  affinity  between  the  poetry 
of  mind  and  of  motion,  and  that  such  as  are 
appreciative  of  these  conditions  may  make,  in 
this  little  book,  some  agreeable  acquaintances. 

Shoiild  this  result  be  happily  effected,  the 
compiler  will  have  accomplished  his  object  in 
adventuring  these  introductions. 
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Xa  <5cni$alcmmc  Xibcrata 


BY  TORQUATO   TASSO 

(1581) 

Si  come  soglion  la  vicino  al  Polo, 

S'avvien  che'l  verno  i  fiumi  agghiacci,  e  indure, 
Correr  su'l  Ren  le  villanelle  a  stuolo, 

Con  lunghi  strisci,  e  sdrucciolar  secure. 

Translation  of  the  above. 

As  o'er  the  Rhine,  when  winter  its  broad  tide 
Has  in  smooth  chains  of  solid  silver  bound, 

The  village  girls  in  crowds  securely  glide, 

With  long  swift  strokes,  in  many  a  playful  round. 


Gbe  Sfcate^mafcer 


FROM  THK  PICTURE  BY  JAN  LUIJKEN 

(1694) 


Schaatsemaaker. 
Offifefo  hehaagen,      &a  wicttfig  yvdogen. 


^Dc  Eydelhe'd,  om^reugd  tc  raapcn, 
TVyi^ftomdi  hrrf  rwar  uitvhichtdorst, 
'degcdttich  op  rfr  ivaato  korstt . 

fa  \aa\  de  Vood  i>an  onder  Cjaapen  : 
So  Speeld  de Mens 
Ah  overt  gaapcn  van  dc  Mel . 
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^fragments  from  ©tt>  Ballafcs 

DESCRIBING  THE  GREAT  FROST  AND   FAIR  ON   THE 
RIVER   THAMES    IN    DECEMBER,  1683* 


THE  Rotterdam  Dutchman,  with  fleet-cutting  scates, 
To  pleasure  the  crowd  shows  his  tricks  and  his  feats ; 
Who,  like  a  rope  dancer  (for  his  sharp  steels), 
His  brains  and  activity  lies  in  his  heels. 

The  Dutchmen  here,  in  nimble-cutting  scates, 

To  please  the  crowd  do  show  their  tricks  and  feats. 

The  Dutch  that  in  great 

Large  shoals  used  to  meet, 

And  clapt  their  crook'd  scates  on  their  foot, 

Now  no  more  dare  appear 

To  make  folken  stare 

While  on  the  smooth  surface  they  float. 


*  This  remarkable  frost  lasted  from  the  beginning  of  December  until 
February  jth.  A  number  of  contemporary  ballads  describe  the  sports  of 
skating,  of  bull  and  bear-baiting,  fox  hunting,  etc.,  as  taking  place  on  the 
Thames,  and  refer  to  the  traffic  and  festivity  which  obtained  there. 
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BY  THE;  RIGHT  HON.  JOSEPH  ADDISON 

(1720) 

SEE  !  Nature  round  a  hoary  Prospect  yields, 
And  Beds  of  Snow  conceal  the  whit'ned  Fields  ; 
Bleak  Winter  Blasts,  congealing  where  they  Fly, 
Shoot  their  keen  Darts,  and,  mingling,  fill  the  Sky. 
The  silent  Streams  in  Murmurs  cease  to  move, 
Lock'd  in  their  Shores  by  Icy  Bands  above  : 
No  more  through  Vales  They  draw  their  hard'ned 

Train, 

But  form,  unmov'd,  a  silent  Silver  Plain. 
The  watry  Gods  who  dwell  in  Courts  below 
Lament  their  stubborn  Waves  no  longer  flow  ; 
Each  sad  to  view  the  Empire  where  he  Reigns 
Enclosed  above,  and  bound  with  Chrystal  Chains. 

Yet  this  bleak  Season  of  th'  inclement  Year 
Can  boast  Delights  the  smiling  Youth  to  cheer  ; 
With  vig'rous  Sports  the  Winter  Rage  defy, 
New-brace  the  Nerves,  and  active  Life  supply. 

Each  now  the  Labour  hardy  to  endure, 
Who  boast  a  steddy  Strength,  and  tread  secure, 
With  panting  Joy  the  frozen  Kingdom  gain, 
Rush  to  the  Shore,  and  hide  the  crackling  Plain. 
Now  in  long  Tracts  with  failing  Speed  they  shoot, 


SCA  TING  :  A  POEM 


And  tire  unarm'd  the  Vigour  of  the  Foot ; 
Now  o'er  the  Race  in  winding  Circles  wheel, 
Drove  round,  and  carried  on  their  shining  Steel. 

See  !  there  the  Youth  with  eager  Passion  glow, 
Bound  from  above,  and  fill  the  Plains  below. 
Skim  lightly  o'er  the  Waves,  and  scarce  deface 
With  beauteous  Prints  the  Silver  shining  Race. 
See  !  in  the  midst  of  their  smooth  Journey,  skilled, 
They  stop,  and  turn,  and  mark  the  glitt'ring  Field. 
Razing  the  Surface,  on  they  wheel  around, 
Which    bends  and  yields,  and  cracks  beneath    the 

Wound. 

They  o'er  the  Chase  with  easy  Labour  drove, 
Now  here,  now  there,  in  endless  Mazes  move, 

If  we  such  Pleasures  from  its  Rigour  gain, 
The  Winter  sheds  its  keenest  Rage  in  vain, 
While  with  full  Joy  the  beating  Heart  o'erflows, 
And  the  fair  Cheek  with  fairer  Purple  glows. 

Here,  if  by  chance  unable  to  convey 

Too  great  a  Weight,  the  parting  Ice  give  way, 

Or  the  bright  Knots  which  on  its  Surface  rise 

O'erturn  the  hasty  Racer  as  he  Flies, 

What  shouts,  what  Laughter,  fill  the  Echoing  Skies ! 

No  Pity  in  one  merry  Face  appears, 

The    Wretch   o'erwhelm'd    with   Jokes   instead   of 

Tears ; 

His  treacherous  Feet  and  Garments,  as  they  show, 
Augment  his  Fellow's  Joy,  the  Hero's  Woe. 
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But  if,  descending  on  the  slippery  Plain, 
The  rival  Youth  for  Fame  and  Glory  strain, 
Shoot  from  the  Barrier,  and,  with  wishful  Eye 
To  reach  the  Goal,  bend  forward  as  they  fly ; 
Breathless,  around  their  eager  Arms  they  throw, 
And  lend  new  swiftness  to  their  Feet  below. 
No  even  Tracks  confess  their  winding  Way, 
Confus'd  they  cross,  and  in  Meanders  play 
Orb  within  orb,  their  sportive  Toil  we  view, 
Whit'ning  with  Steel,  the  Circles  where  they  flew. 
So  when  a  Swallow  wantons  in  the  Air, 
The  Spring  arriv'd,  and  smiling  Season  fair, 
In  doubtful  Mazes  she  her  flight  pursues, 
Now  sips  the  Stream,  now  drinks  the  fragrant  dews  ; 
Now  skims  the  flow'ry  Meadows,  but  to  rise, 
Anon  more  lofty,  and  regain  her  Skies. 
Her  airy  Windings  each  with  Joy  surveys, 
Views  her  quick  Turns,  and  wonders  as  she  plays. 

Skilled  in  these  Arts  (if  not  by  Fame  bely'd) 

When  chilling  Winters  bind  the  solid  Tide, 

Their  ancient  Tracks  the  Belgian  Realms  disdain, 

For  nearer  Paths  along  the  frozen  Main. 

The  sliding  Traveller  will  now  no  more 

Regard  the  Mazes  of  the  winding  Shore  ; 

Pleas'd,  o'er  the  Waves,  his  Pleasures  does  pursue, 

With  longing  Eyes  some  absent  Friend  to  view, 

Or  gaze  on  distant  Cities  which  arise 

In  foreign  Realms,  and  warm'd  by  foreign  Skies. 

Now  to  the  faithful  Sea  the  Matron  dares 
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Herself  commit,  and  trust  her  brittle  Wares  ; 
Fearless  the  flying  Dame,  least  she  or  they, 
By  chance  o'erturn'd,  should  sink,  the  Ocean's  Prey, 
With  shining  Furrows  all  the  Plain  abounds 
Her  Icy  Journey  mark'd  with  Silver  Wounds. 


ME. 


WINTER 
(Drawn  by  IV.  Hamilton,  R.A.,  engraved  by  Tomkins — 7797  ) 
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from  "Winter":  a  poem 


BY  JAMES  THOMSON 

(1726) 

WHERE  the  Rhine 

Branch'd  out  in  many  a  long  canal  extends, 
From  every  province  swarming,  void  of  care, 
Batavia  rushes  forth  :  and  as  they  sweep 
On  sounding  skates  a  thousand  different  ways, 
In  circling  poise,  swift  as  the  winds  along, 
The  then  gay  land  is  maddened  all  to  joy. 
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Scbnsucbt  nacb  fcem  Winter 


VON  CARL  WILHELM  RAMLER 
U744) 

DIE     Stiirme      befahren     die     Luft,    verhiillen     den 

Himmel  in  Wolken 

Und  jagen  donnernde  Strome  durchs  Land. 
Die  Walder  stehen  entblosst :  das  Laub  der  geselligen 

Linde 

Wird  weit  umher  in  die  Thaler  gefuhrt. 
Der  Weinstock,  ein  diirres  Gestrauch — was  klag'  ich 

den  gottlichen  Weinstock  ? 
Auf,  Freunde,  trinket  sein  schaumendes  Blut, 
Und  lasst  den  Autumnus  entfliehen  mit  ausgeleertem 

Ftillhorn, 

Und  ruft  den  Winter  im  Tannenkranz  her ! 
Er  deckt   den   donnernden    Strom    mit  diamantenem 

Schilde, 

Der  alle  Pfeile  der  Sonne  verhohnt ; 
Und  fullt  mit  Bliithen  den  Wald,  dass  alle  Thiere  sich 

wundern, 

Und  saet  Lilien  liber  das  Thai. 
Dann    zittern    die    Braute    nicht   mehr  in  wankender 

Gondel ;  sie  fliegen 
Beherzt  auf  gleitenden  Wogen  dahin  : 
Der   Liebling  warmet  sich  falsch  im   Hermeline  des 

Madchens  ; 
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Das  Madchen  lachelt,  und  wehret  ihm  falsch. 

Dann  baden  die  Knaben  nicht  mehr,  und  schwimmen 

nicht  unter  den  Fischen  ; 
Sie  geh'n  auf  harten  Gewassern  einher, 
Und  haben  Schuhe  von  Stahl ;  der  Mann  der  freund- 

lichen  Venus 
Verbarg  der  Blitze  Geschwindigkeit  drein. 


BY  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

(185°) 

AND  in  the  frosty  season,  when  the  sun 

Was  set,  and  visible  for  many  a  mile 

The    cottage    windows    blazed    through    twilight 

gloom, 

I  heeded  not  their  summons  :  happy  time 
It  was  indeed  for  all  of  us — for  me 
It  was  a  time  of  rapture  !     Clear  and  loud 
The  village  clock  tolled  six — I  wheeled  about, 
Proud  and  exulting  like  an  untried  horse 
That  cares  not  for  his  home.     All  shod  with  steel, 
We  hissed  along  the  polished  ice  in  games 
Confederate,  imitative  of  the  chase 
And  woodland  pleasures — the  resounding  horn, 
The  pack  loud  chiming,  and  the  hunted  hare. 
So  through  the  darkness  and  the  cold  we  flew, 
And  not  a  voice  was  idle  ;  with  the  din 
Smitten,  the  precipices  rang  aloud. 
The  leafless  trees  and  every  icy  crag 
Tinkled  like  iron  ;  while  far  distant  hills 
Into  the  tumult  sent  an  alien  sound 
Of  melancholy  not  unnoticed,  while  the  stars 
Eastward  were  sparkling  clear,  and  in  the  west 
The  orange  sky  of  evening  died  away. 
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Not  seldom  from  the  uproar  I  retired 

Into  a  silent  bay,  or  sportively 

Glanced  sideways,  leaving  the  tumultuous  throng, 

To  cut  across  the  reflex  of  a  star 

That  fled,  and,  flying  still  before  me,  gleamed 

Upon  the  glassy  plain  ;  and  oftentimes, 

When  we  had  given  our  bodies  to  the  wind, 

And  all  the  shadowy  banks  on  either  side 

Came  sweeping  through   the   darkness,  spinning 

still 

The  rapid  line  of  motion,  then  at  once 
Have  I,  reclining  upon  my  heels, 
Stopped  short ;  yet  still  the  solitary  cliffs 
Wheeled  by  me — even  as  if  the  earth  had  rolled 
With  visible  motion  her  diurnal  round! 


1)2 


34 


2>er 


VON  FRIEDRICH  GOTTLIEB  KLOPSTOCK 

(1764) 

VERGRABEN  ist  in  ewige  Nacht 

Der  Erfinder  grosser  Name  zu  oft. 

Was  ihr  Geist  griibelnd  entdeckt,  nutzen  wir ; 

Aber  belohnt  Ehre  sie  auch  ? 

Wer  nannte  dir  den  kiihneren  Mann, 
Der  zuerst  am  Maste  Segel  erhob  ? 
Ach,  verging  selber  der  Ruhm  Dessen  nicht, 
Welcher  dem  Fuss  Fliigel  erfand  ! 

Und  sollte  Der  unsterblich  nicht  sein, 
Der  Gesundheit  uns  und  Freuden  erfand 
Die  das  Ross  muthig  im  Lauf  niemals  gab, 
Welche  der  Reihn  selber  nicht  hat  ? 

Unsterblich  ist  dein  Name  dereinst ! 
Ich  erfinde  noch  dem  schltipfenden  Stahl 
Seinen  Tanz !     Leichteren  Schwungs  fliegt  er  hin, 
Kreiset  umher,  schoner  zu  sehn. 

Du  kennst  jeden  reizenden  Ton 
Der  Musik,  drum  gieb  dem  Tanz  Melodic ! 
Mond  und  Wald  hore  den  Schall  ihres  Horns, 
Wenn  sie  des  Flugs  Eile  gebeut. 
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O  J  tingling,  der  den  Wasserkothurn 

Zu  beseelen  weiss  und  fltichtiger  tanzt, 

Lass  der  Stadt  ihren  Kamin  !     Komm'  mit  mir, 

Wo  des  Krystalls  Ebene  dir  winkt ! 

Sein  Licht  hat  er  in  Diifte  gehiillt, 

Wie  erhellt  des  Winters  werdender  Tag 

Sanft  den  See  !     Glanzenden  Reif,  Sternen  gleich, 

Streute  die  Nacht  iiber  ihn  aus. 

Wie  schweigt  nun  uns  das  weisse  Gefild ! 
Wie  ertont  vom  jungen  Froste  die  Bahn  ! 
Fern  verrath  deines  Kothurns  Schall  dich  mir, 
Wenn  du  dem  Blick,  Fliichtling,  enteilst 

Wir  haben  doch  zum  Schmause  genug 
Von  des  Halmes  Frucht  ?  und  Freuden  desWeins? 
Winterluft  reizt  die  Begier  nach  dem  Mahl  ; 
Fliigel  am  Fuss  reizen  sie  mehr ! 

Zur  Linken  wende  du  dich,  ich  will 
Zu  der  rechten  hin  halbkreisencl  mich  drehn  ; 
Nimm  den  Schwung,  wie  du  mich  ihn  nehmen  siehst 
Also  !  nun  fleug  schnell  mir  vorbei ! 

So  gehen  wir  den  schlangelnden  Gang 
An  dem  langen  Ufer  schwebend  hinab. 
Kiinstle  nicht !     Stellung,  wie  die,  lieb'  ich  nicht, 
Zeichnet  dir  auch  Preisler  nicht  nach. 

Was  horchst  du  nach  der  Insel  hinauf  ? 
Unerfahrne  Laufer  tonen  dort  her  ! 
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Huf  und  Last  gingen  noch  nicht  iibers  Eis, 
Netze  noch  nicht  unter  ihm  fort. 

Sonst  spaht  dein  Ohr  ja  alles  ;  vernimm, 
Wie  der  Todeston  wehklagt  auf  der  Flut ! 
O,  wie  tont's  anders,  wie  hallt's  wenn  der  Frost 
Meilen  hinab  spaltet  den  See  ! 

Zuriick  !  lass  nicht  die  schimmernde  Barm 
Dich  verfuhren,  weg  vom  Ufer  zu  gehn  ! 
Denn,  wo  dort  Tiefen  sie  deckt,  stromt's  vielleicht, 
Sprudeln  vielleicht  Quellen  empor. 

Den  ungehorten  Wogen  entstromt, 
Dem  geheimen  Quell  entrieselt  der  Tod. 
Glittst  du  auch  leicht,  wie  dies  Laub,  ach,  dorthin, 
Sankest  du  doch,  Jiingling,  und  stirbst! 
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BY  G.  SANDER 
(circa  17/0) 

WENN  hier  nur  Wog'  und  Welle  war, 
Wo  jetzt  die  Schlitten  steh'n, 

Das  ware  doch  bei  meiner  Ehr' ! 
Ihr  Herr'n,  nicht  halb  so  schdn. 

Dann  ware  um  uns  her  kein  Lauf— 

Kein  hatte  hier  sein  Reich  ; 
Dann  ware  hier  kein  Menschenhauf, 

Und  ich  marschirte  gleich. 

So  lauf  ich,  trotz  dem  wilden  Heer, 

Und  bleibe  gerne  hier. 
Virant  die  Strome  um  uns  her— 

Der  Strom  hier  unter  mir  ! 

Und  zahlen  kann  ein  Mensch  sie  nicht— 

Sind  ihrer  gar  zu  viel  ; 
Und  jeder  tragt  und  keiner  bricht— 

Auf  alien  ist  Gewiihl. 

Und  jeder  hat  sein  Panzerhemd, 

Und  glanzet  weit  hinab  ; 
Freut  sich,  dass  Gott  die  Wasser  hemmt 

Und  ihm  die  Riistung  gab. 
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LIED  A  UF  DEM  EISE  ZU  SING  EN 

Es  pflegen  wohl  die  reichen  Leut' 
Auch  Eis  zu  hul'dgen  gern  ; 

Da  pflanzen  dann,  die  Lang'  und  Breit, 
Die  klug  und  weisen  Herr'n, 

In  seinen  dunkeln  Keller  bin 
Hier  Tonnen,  dort  ein  Fass. 

Und  meinen  dann  in  ihrem  Sinn, 
Sie  batten  wirklich  was. 

Noch  kommt  ihr  Koch,  Hans  Lobesan, 

Den  sie  zu  ban  geruh'n, 
Thut  Obst  und  Saft  und  Wiirze  d'ran, 

Wie  Kiichenmeister  thun. 

Jedoch  ihr  Eis  ist  Magenschmerz— 
Tragt  nur  des  Magens  Spur, 

Und  nicht  das  grosse  voile  Herz 
Von  Mutterlieb'  Natur! 

Und  nicht  das  grosse  voile  Herz 

Von  Mutterlieb'  Natur  ; 
Ist  purer,  purer  Magenschmerz, 

Tragt  nur  des  Magens  Spur ! 

Stolz  rollt  der  Sessel  den  Baron 
Zum  Eismahl  taglich  zwier  ; 

Den  Sultan  tragt  man  auf  den  Thron  ; 
Und  wir — wir  laufen  bier 

Auf  Stahl  und  Eisen,  blank  und  weiss, 

Und  wir,  wir  laufen  bier, 
Und  freun  uns  iiber  dieses  Eis 

Und — danken  Gott  dafiir. 
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BY  JOHANN  GOTTFRIED  VON  HERDER 

(circa  1775) 

WIR  tanzen,  wir  schweben  auf  tonendem  Meer, 
Auf  Silberkrystallen  dahin  und  daher  : 
Der  Stahl  ist  uns  Fittig,  der  Himmel  das  Dach 
Die  Liifte  sind  eilig  und  schweben  uns  nach. 

So  gleiten  wir,  Briider !  mit  frohlichem  Sinn 
Auf  eherner  Tiefe  das  Leben  dahin. 

Wer  wolbte  dich  oben,  du  goldenes  Haus 

Und  legte  den  Boden  mit  Demant  uns  aus? 

Und  gab  uns  den  flLichtigen  Funken  im  Stahl  ? 

Zu  tanzen,  zu  schweben  im  himmlischen  Saal  ? 

So  schweben  wir,  Briider!  mit  frohlichem  Sinn 
Im  himmlischen  Saale  das  Leben  dahin. 

Da  stand  sie,  die  Sonne,  in  Diifte  gehiillt, 
Da  rauchen  die  Berge,  da  zittert  ihr  Bild  ; 
Da  schwebte  sie  nieder,  und  siehe,  der  Mond, 
Wie  silbern  er  iiber  und  unter  uns  wohnt ! 

So  wallen  wir,  Briider !  mit  frohlichem  Sinn 
Durch  Mond  und  durch  Sonne  das   Leben 
dahin. 

Seht  auf  nun,  da  brennen  im  himmlischen  Meer 

Die  Funken,  und  brennen  im  Frost  um  uns  her  ; 
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Der  oben  den  Himmel  mit  Sonnen  besteckt 
Hat's  unten  mit  Blumen  des  Frostes  gedeckt. 

Wir  gleiten,  o  Briider !  mit  frohlichem  Sinn 
Auf  Sternen-Gefilden  das  Leben  dahin. 

Er  schuf  uns  geraumig  den  luftigen  Saal, 
Und  gab  uns  in  Nothen  die  Fiisse  von  Stahl 
Und  gab  uns  im  Froste  das  warmende  Herz, 
Zu  steh'n  auf  den  Fluthen,  zu  schweben  im  Scherz. 
Wir  streben,  o  Briider !  mit  ehernem  Sinn 
Auf  Fluten  und  Abgrund  das  Leben  dahin. 


o' 


Xincs  Written  unber  a  f rencb  {print 

REPRESENTING    PERSONS    SKATING* 


SUR  un  mince  cristal  L'hiver  conduit  leur  pas, 

Le  precipice  est  sous  la  glace  ; 

Telle  est  de  nos  plaisirs  la  legere  surface  ; 
Glissez,  mortal,  n'appuyez  pas. 

A  Translation  by  DR.  JOHNSON. 

O'er  ice  the  rapid  skater  flies, 

With  sport  above  and  death  below; 

Where  mischief  lurks  in  gay  disguise, 
Thus  lightly  touch  and  quickly  go. 

Another  by  SIR  LUCAS  PEPYS. 

O'er  the  ice  as  o'er  pleasure  we  lightly  should  glide  ; 
Both  have  gulfs  which  their  flattering  surfaces  hide. 

*  We  had  got  a  little  French  print  among  us  at  Brighthelmstone  in 
November,  1782,  of  some  people  skaiting,  with  these  lines  written  under  : — 

"  Sur  un  mince,"  etc. 
I  begged  translations  from  everybody  ;  Dr.  Johnson  gave  me  this  : — 

"  O'er  the  ice  the  rapid  skater,"  etc. 

He  was,  however,  exceedingly  enraged  when  he  found  Mrs.  Thrale  had 
asked  half-a-dozen  acquaintances  to  do  the  same  thing,  and  declared  it  had 
been  done  to  make  everyone  look  little  when  compared  with  the  Pepyses, 
whose  translations,  he  said,  were  unquestionably  the  best. — From  A  Later 
Pepys,by  Alice  C.  C.  Gaussen,  chap,  vi.,  vol.  i.  (London,  MDCCCCIV: 
John  Lane.) 
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One  by  SIR  WILLIAM  PEPYS. 
Swift  o'er  the  level  how  the  skaiters  glide, 

And  skim  the  glittering  surface  as  they  go  ; 
Thus  o'er  life's  specious  pleasures  lightly  glide, 

But  pause  not,  press  not  on  the  gulf  below. 

Another  by  DR.  JOHNSON  on  seeing  the  last. 
O'er  crackling  ice  or  gulfs  profound 

With  nimble  glide  the  skaiters  play ; 
O'er  treacherous  pleasure's  flow'ry  ground 

Thus  lightly  skim  and  haste  away. 
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BY  C.    DIBDIN 

(1802)* 

Composed  for  the  Edinburgh  Skating  Club. 

THIS  snell  and  frosty  morning, 

With  rhind  the  trees  adorning, 

Tho'  Phoebus  below, 

Through  the  sparkling  snow, 

A  skaiting  we  go, 

With  a  fal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal, 

To  the  sound  of  the  merry,  merry  horn. 

From  the  right  to  the  left  we're  plying, 
Swifter  than  winds  we're  flying, 
Spheres  with  spheres  surrounding, 
Health  and  strength  abounding. 
In  circles  we  sweep, 
Our  poise  still  we  keep. 

*  The  Edinburgh  Skating  Club  was  founded  previous  to  1784;  tradition 
says  as  early  as  1642.  It  is  undoubtedly  the  oldest  skating  club,  and  Strutt 
states  that  "the  metropolis  of  Scotland  has  produced  more  instances  of 
elegant  skaters  than  perhaps  any  other  country  whatever."  The  test  for 
admission  to  the  club  in  1784  was  to  skate  a  complete  circle  on  either  foot, 
and  jump  over  first  one,  then  two,  then  three  hats. 
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Behold  how  we  sweep 

The  face  of  the  deep, 

With  a  fal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal, 

To  the  sound  of  the  merry,  merry  horn. 

Great  Jove  looks  down  with  wonder 

To  view  his  sons  of  thunder. 

Tho'  the  water  he  seal, 

We  rove  on  our  heel  ; 

Our  weapons  are  steel, 

And  no  danger  we  feel, 

With  a  fal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal, 

To  the  sound  of  the  merry,  merry  horn. 

See  !  the  Club  advances, 

See  how  they  join  the  dances, 

Horns  and  trumpets  sounding, 

Rocks  and  hills  resounding. 

Let  Tritons  now  blow, 

For  Neptune  below 

His  beard  dares  not  shew, 

Or  call  us  his  foe, 

With  a  fal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal,  lal, 

To  the  sound  of  the  merry,  merry  horn. 


GOETHE  AT    FRANKKOKT 
(fly  Rank,  after  von  A'atitta</t,  1862) 


SHe  Eisbabn 


VON  JOHANN   WOLFGANG    VON   GOETHE* 
•'(circa  1820) 

WASSER  ist  Korper,  und  Boden  die  Welle  !    Das  neuste 

Theater 
Thut  in  der  Sonne  Glanz  zwischen  den  Ufern  sich  auf. 

Wahrlich,  es  scheint  nur  ein  Traum  !     Bedeutende  Bilder 

des  Lebens 
Schweben,  lieblich  und  ernst,  iiber  die  Flache  dahin. 

Eingefroren  sahen  wir  so  Jahrhunderte  starren 
Menschengefuhl  und  Vernunft  schlich  nur  verborgen  am 
Grund. 

Nur  die  Flache  bestimmt  die  kreisenden    Bahnen  des 

Lebens 
Ist  sie  glatt,  so  vergisst  jeder  die  nahe  Gefahr. 

Alle  streben  und  eilen  und  suchen  und  fliehen  einander 
Aber  alle  beschrankt  freundlich  die  glattere  Bahn. 

Durcheinander  gleiten  sie  her,  die  Schiiler,  die  Meister 
Und  das  gewohnliche  Volk  das  in  der  Mitte  sich  halt. 

*  Goethe  was  passionately  fond  of  skating,  and  loved  to  declaim  Klop- 
stock's  poems  "  Der  Eislauf"  and  "Die  Kunst  Tialfs";  in  Atts  Meinem 
Leben  he  refers  to  skating  as  "an  exercise  which  brings  us  into  contact  with 
the  freshest  childhood,  summons  the  youth  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  his 
suppleness,  and  is  fitted  to  keep  off  a  stagnant  old  age." 
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Jeder  zeigt  hier,  was  er  vermag ;    nicht  Lob  und  nicht 

Tadel 
Hielte  diesen  zuriick,  forderte  jenen  zum  Ziel. 

Euch,  Praconen  des  Pfuschers,  des  Meisters  Verkleinerer 

wiinscht,  ich 
Mit  ohnmachtiger  Wuth  stumm  hier  am  Ufer  zu  sehn. 

Lehrling,  du  schwankest  und  zauderst  und   scheuest  die 

glattere  Flache. 
Nur   gelassen !     Du   wirst   einst   noch   die    Freude  der 

Bahn. 

Willst   du   schon   zierlich    erscheinen  ?     und    bist    nicht 

sicher  ?    Vergebens ! 
Nur  aus  vollendeter  Kraft  blicket  die  Anmuth  hervor. 

Fallen    ist    der    Sterblichen    Loos.     So    fallt    hier   der 

Schiiler 
Wie  der  Meister ;  doch  stiirzt  dieser  gefahrlicher  hin. 

Sttirzt  der  riistigste  Laufer  der  Bahn,  so  lacht  man  am 

Ufer; 
Wie  man  bei  Bier  und  Tabak  iiber  Besiegte  sich  hebt. 

Gleite    frohlich    dahin.     Gieb    Rath    dem    werdenden 

Schiiler 
Freue  des  Meisters  dich,  und  so  geniesse  des  Tags. 

Siehe,  schon  nahet  der  Fruhling  ;  das  stromende  Wasser 

verzehret 

Unten,  der  sanftere  Blick  oben  der  Sonne,  das  Eis. 
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Dieses  Geschlecht  ist  hinweg,  zerstreut  die  bunte  Gesell- 

schaft ; 
Schiffern  und  Fischern  gehort  wieder  die  wallende  Flut. 

Schwimme,  du  machtige  Scholle,  nur  bin  !    und  kommst 

du  als  Scholle 
Nicht  hinunter,  du  kommst  doch   wohl  als  Tropfen  ins 

Meer. 


(Barnes  for  all  Seasons:  3anuar\> 


FROM   A   BOOK   OF   GAMES    FOR   CHILDREN 

(circa  1825) 

WHY,  Master  Brown,  you've  tumbled  down, 
Though  you  said  you  could  do  it  so  nice  ; 

Don't  make  a  fuss,  it  might  have  been  worse 
If  you'd  made  a  large  hole  in  the  ice. 

Come  over  here,  there's  naught  to  fear, 
And  leave  where  the  water's  so  deep, 

Lest  it  should  break,  and  compel  you  to  take 
A  fatal,  unfortunate  leap. 
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flDan>t  or  the  Serpentine  Sfcaiters 


BY  JAMES  SMITH* 

DEAR  Mary,  you've  gazed  on  the  Serpentine  Skaiters, 

As  agile  as  swallows,  as  fleet  on  the  wing  ; 
Far-darting  Apollos,  in  cloth  boots  and  gaiters, 

Whose  tilts  and  whose  tournaments  make  the  ice  ring. 
Of  all  the  blithe  gala,  come,  paint  me  a  picture— 

From  Vulcan's  red  glances  your  countenance  screen  ; 
And  ere  you  deposit  your  furry  constrictor, 

Report  what  you've  heard,  and  depict  what  you've  seen. 

Say,  who  were  the  leaders,  the  gaze  of  the  million, 

Who  spanned  the  wide  channel  in  iron-bound  heel  ? 
What  light  unapproachables  swam  a  cotillion 

(In  this  Anno  Domini,  dubbed  a  quadrille)  ? 
What  Jersey,  looked  after  by  Mothers  and  Daughters, 

What  Bligh,  what  Argyle,  the  tlite  of  the  set, 
Like  Pope's  young  Camilla,  fled  over  the  waters  ? 

What  Caulfield  spun  round  in  a  brisk  pirouette  ? 

You  smile,  gentle  Mary ;  yet  those  were  the  leaders, 
In  days  long  departed,  as  Mercury  fleet ; 

But  Time,  with  his  scythe,  has  pronounced  them  seceders, 
And  clipped  the  light  pinions  that  feathered  their  feet. 

*  One  of  the  brothers  James  and  Horace,  authors  of  Rejected  Addresses. 
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I,  "  once  an  Arcadian,"  like  them  too  could  measure 
The  stream,  and  alert  o'er  the  Serpentine  dart ; 

But,  warned  by  the  gout,  I  abjure  the  chill  pleasure, 
And  gaze  on  the  game  when  I  once  bore  a  part. 

A  little  red-robin,  high  perched  on  the  willow 

That  droops  o'er  the  margin  your  foot  lately  pressed, 
Has  sung  in  my  ear  that  the  ice-fettered  billow 

Bore  one  whom  you  gazed  on  far  more  than  the  rest  : 
'Twas  handsome  John  Selby — that  screen,  blushing  Mary, 

Is  shifting  its  place  while  my  theme  I  pursue  ; 
Your  hand  seems  resolved  its  position  to  vary, 

And  raise  it  a  rampart  between  me  and  you. 

Nay !  pardon  the  hint :  'twas  not  meant  to  affright  you— 
Those  dark  downward  orbs  prithee  raise  up  again  ; 

Should  Love  not  play  truant,  and  Hymen  unite  you, 
May  peace  and  prosperity  rivet  the  chain  ! 

Those  spirits  of  youth  may  misfortune  ne'er  sober- 
May  blooming  felicity  call  you  her  own  ; 

Till  Time  shall  have  mellowed  your  May  to  October, 
And  Mary  and  John  shall  be  Darby  and  Joan. 


WINTER 
(From  an  engraving  dated  1805) 


Skater's  flfearcb 


AS   SUNG   FOR   NEARLY  A  CENTURY  AT  THE   FESTIVE    MEETINGS   OF    THE 

EDINBURGH   SKATING  CLUB,   THE   WORDS  CONSIDERABLY   VARIED 

FROM   THE  OLD   VERSION 

BY  A  MEMBER  OF  THE  CLUB 

(1841) 

This  air  is  occasionally  performed  by  a  band  of  bugle-horns  and  trumpets, 
stationed  on  the  slope  of  Arthur's  Seat,  rising  from  the  romantic  Lake  of 
Duddingstop,  and  skated  to  in  cadence  by  the  Club. 

THE  rime-clad,  frosty  morning 

Old  Arthur's  peak  adorning 
In  health's  ruddy  glow,  with  mirth's  joyous  flow, 
Thro'  the  sparkling  snow  bold  skaters  we  go  ; 
Not  dreading,  or  heeding,  the  flood  deep  below, 
To  the  sound,  to  the  sound  of  the  mountain  horn! 

To  the  right,  to  the  left  we're  plying, 

Swifter  than  Eurus  flying, 
Cyphers   with  spheres  entwining,  seem  we   on  air 

reclining; 

In  circles  we  sleep,  our  poise  still  we  keep. 
Behold  how  we  sweep  the  face  of  the  deep, 
While  shouts  all  of  joy  from  the  lake,  from  the  steep, 
Join  the  sound,  join  the  sound  of  the  mountain  horn  ! 

Stern  winter  his  mantle  hoary 
Spreads  wide  o'er  the  field  of  our  glory, 
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Our  charter  his  seal,  o'er  his  empire  we  wheel ; 
Our  weapons  are  steel,  undaunted  we  feel, 
While  roaming  and  ranging  with  speed's  winged  heel, 
To  the  sound,  to  the  sound  of  the  mountain  horn  I 

Amain  our  band  advances, 

Whirling  in  mazy  dances  ; 
Hark !  to  our  trumpets  sounding,  hark  to  their  notes 

rebounding. 

Mute  Tritons  below  not  a  shell  dare  to  blow, 
Or  Neptune  our  foe  his  beard  e'en  to  show, 
For  the  trident  is  ours  as  onward  we  go, 
To  the  sound,  to  the  sound  of  the  mountain  horn ! 
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BY  ROBERT  SNOW 

(1845) 

WHEN  to  his  feet  the  skater  binds  his  wings, 

As  of  Jove's  messenger  the  poet  sings, 

He,  like  the  hare,  outstrips  the  Northern  wind, 

And  casts,  in  doubling,  a  keen  glance  behind. 

By  art  that  to  the  frozen  lake  conveys 

A  glowing  interest  in  winter  days, 

Before  the  gazer  now  he  seems  to  fly, 

Now  with  a  backward  stroke  deludes  the  eye  ; 

Precipitating  curves  on  curves  anew, 

Returning  ever,  to  his  centre  true. 

With  air  of  noble  ease,  and  swan-like  grace, 

He  balances  awhile  in  narrow  space  ; 

Then  sweeps  far  round  with  power  not  shown  before, 

And  on  his  crystal  plain  does  all  but  soar. 

Yet  is  his  pastime  brief;  the  solar  heat 

Grows  strong ;  again  the  lapsing  waters  meet, 

And  to  dull,  plodding  earth  confine  his  daring  feet 
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BLESS  me  !  what  a  very  nice 
And  comfortable  trade  is 

This  of  capering  on  the  ice, 
And  skating  with  the  ladies ! 

Smiling,  innocent,  and  bland, 

Lady  that  I  wait  on 
Lays  her  foot  within  my  hand, 

And  bids  me  strap  the  skate  on. 

Tenderly  her  foot  I  grasp, 
And  Cupid's  arrows  rankle 

In  my  heart,  the  while  I  clasp 
That  small,  bewitching  ankle. 

Every  knot  my  fingers  ply 
Sets  me  strangely  thinking 

Of  a  certain  warmer  tie, 

And  a  knot  of  a  stronger  linking. 

Up  and  off,  in  staggering  haste, 

I,  no  harm  designing, 
Slip  my  arm  about  her  waist, 

To  keep  her  from  declining. 
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Bless  me  !  what  a  very  nice 
And  comfortable  trade  is 
This  of  capering  on  the  ice, 


And  skating  with  the  ladies ! 


I, 
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Skating  Season 


REPRINTED    FROM   THE   "ILLUSTRATED    LONDON    NEWS," 

January,  1847 

OH  !  Jolly  Van  Frost  has  arrived  just  in  town 

From  the  shores  of  the  Zuyder  Zee, 
To  furbish  the  features  of  gentle  and  clown, 

And  to  bid  the  blood  circulate  free. 
The  fish  of  the  season,  a  prime  pair  of  skates, 

He  brought,  with  a  flask  of  Schiedam  ; 
Then  off  to  the  Park,  where  you'll  find  him  till  dark 

Cutting  a  nice  diagram. 

The  Serpentine's  ice  he  skims  o'er  in  a  trice, 

And  laughs  at  th'  Humanity's  drags; 
He  cuts  the  spread  eagle — an  elephant — beagle, 

And  beats  all  our  skaters  to  rags. 
Let's  welcome  his  reign  to  the  crystalised  plain, 

For  his  merits  are  quite  manifold  : 
Our  chilblains  he  switches,  and  saves  the  poor  fishes 

From  dying  from  pitiless  cold. 

Van  Frost  is  a  conqueror  too  in  his  way, 

Bear  witness  Napoleon  ! 
The  bravest  and  mightiest  shrank  at  his  sway, 

When  empires  were  lost  and  won. 
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Ay !     Mankind's  tlite  he  compelled  to  retreat, 
Without  toes  to  their  feet  and  sans  noses  ; 

For  spanking  Van  Frost  in  himself  was  a  host, 
As  history  clearly  discloses. 

The  shallowest  waters  are  soonest  congeal'd, 

As  meanness  is  chilled  at  misfortune  ; 
But  who  to  old  England  has  ever  appeal'd 

In  vain,  when  distress  might  importune? 
Then  well  may  she  skate  over  Time's  broad  domain, 

Without  a  faux  t>as  or  a  blunder  ; 
In  frost  or  in  thaw,  over  land,  over  main, 

May  her  gallant  soul  never  strike  under. 
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BY  G.  DU   MAURIER 

(i875) 
Reprinted  from  "  Punch  " 

FRIENDS  of  the  fleeting  skate,  behold  in  this 
A  Rincomaniac's  dream  of  earthly  bliss, 
Sketched  by  the  frantic  pen  of  one  who  thinks 
That  Heaven  is  paved  with  everlasting  rinks ! 
Where  Cherubs  sweep  for  ever  and  a  day, 
Smooth  tepid  ice  that  never  melts  away, 
While  graceful,  gay,  good-natured  Lovers  blend, 
To  Endless  tune,  in  circles  without  End 
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BY  KATE   OSGOOD 
Reprinted  from  "Outing"  December,  i88g 

"Six  months  ago  it  was,"  said  he— 

"It  seems  a  century  of  changes— 
Since  here,  beneath  this  very  tree, 

We  watched  the  moonlit  mountain  ranges. 
I  hate  this  chattering,  skating  crowd, 

That  so  profanes  our  silent  river, 
The  sacred  spot  where  once  we  Vowed 

A  faith  that  should  endure  for  ever  ! 

"  And  so  we  meet  again,"  said  he, 

"In  the  same  spot  where  then  we  parted. 
How  the  old  time  comes  back  to  me  ! 

The  words  that  left  us  broken-hearted." 
Swift  fell  the  answer  from  her  mouth  : 

"  Speak  for  yourself  —  if  you  remember, 
The  wind  blows  north  that  then  blew  south, 

And  June  dies  long  before  December!  " 

"  And  does  a  woman's  heart,"  said  he, 

"  Change  like  the  wind  or  summer  weather 

Yon  moon  is  yet  the  same,  you  see, 
That  shone  upon  us  here  together." 
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"  Ah,  no,"  she  said  ;   "  that  summer  moon 
Beamed  with  a  radiance  mild  and  tender, 

While  this  forgets  the  warmth  of  June 
In  winter's  fair  and  frozen  splendour." 

"  And  does  that  mean  farewell  ?"  said  he. 

"  Is  it  a  warning  to  remember 
That  dream  of  June  can  never  be 

Which  dies  in  such  a  chill  December  ? 
Your  very  word  !  "     "  Yet,  even  so," 

She  said,  controlling  tears  with  laughter  ; 
"  Do  you  forget  December  snow 

Melts  in  the  June  that  follows  after  ?  " 

"  But  shall  I  go  or  stay  ?  "  said  he, 

Searching  her  face  with  doubt  and  wonder ; 
"And  if  you  care  at  all  for  me, 

Why  play  at  keeping  us  asunder  ?  " 
"  Because  "-—she  smiled,  while  softly  fell 

Above  her  eyes  their  deep-fringed  curtain — 
"  I  did  not  mean  at  first,  but — well, 

You  seemed  so  odiously  certain  !  " 


Bn  JElfin  Sfcate 


BY  EUGENE  LEE-HAMILTON 

Reprinted  from  the  "Academy" 
(1892) 

THEY  wheeled  me  up  the  snow-cleared  garden  way, 
And  left  me  where  the  dazzling  heaps  were  thrown  ; 
And,  as  I  mused  on  winter  sports  once  known, 

Up  came  a  tiny  man  to  where  I  lay. 

He  was  six  inches  high  ;  his  beard  was  grey 
As  silver  frost ;  his  coat  and  cap  were  brown, 
Of  mouse's  fur  ;  while  two  wee  skates  hung  down 

From  his  wee  belt,  and  gleamed  in  winter's  ray. 

He  clambered  up  my  couch,  and  eyed  me  long. 

"Show  me  thy  skates,"  said  I  ;  "for  once,  alas, 
I  too  could  skate.     What  pixie  mayst  thou  be  ?" 

"  I  am  the  king,"  he  answered,  "of  the  throng 

Called  Winter  Elves.    We  dwell  'neath  roots,  and  pass 
The  summer  months  in  sleep.     Frost  sets  us  free. 

"  We  find  by  moonlight  little  pools  of  ice, 
Just  one  yard  wide,"  the  imp  of  winter  said  ; 
"  And  skate  all  night,  while  mortals  are  in  bed, 

In  tiny  circles  of  our  Elf  device  ; 

And  when  it  snows  we  harness  forest  mice 

To  wee  bark  sleighs  with  lightest  fibrous  thread, 
And  scour  the  woods ;  or  play  all  night  instead 
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With  snow  balls  large  as  peas,  well  patted  thrice. 

But  is  it  true,  as  I  have  heard  them  say, 

That  thou  can'st  share  in  winter  games  no  more, 

But  liest  motionless  year  in,  year  out? 
That  must  be  hard.     To-day  I  cannot  stay, 
But  I'll  return  each  year,  when  all  is  hoar, 

And  tell  thee  when  the  skaters  are  about." 

On  my  wheeled  bed  I  let  my  fingers  play 

With  a  wee  silver  skate,  scarce  one  inch  long, 
Which  might  have  fitted  one  of  Frost's  Elf  throng, 

Or  been  his  gift  to  one  whose  limbs  are  clay. 

But  Elfdom's  dead  ;  and  what  in  my  hand  lay 
Was  out  of  an  old  desk  ;  from  years  when,  strong 
And  full  of  health,  life  sang  me  still  its  song  ; 

A  skating  club's  small  badge,  long  stowed  away. 

Oh,  there  is  nothing  like  the  skater's  art — 

The  poetry  of  circles  ;  nothing  like 

The  fleeting  beauty  of  his  crystal  floor. 

Above  his  head,  the  winter  sunbeams  dart  ; 

Beneath  his  feet,  flits  fast  the  frightened  pike. 

Skate  while  you  may  ;  the  morrow  skates  no  more. 
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BY  AN    INCOMPLETE   PERFORMER 

(i893) 

VERSES,  I5Y  AN   UNKNOWN   HAND,  CONTRIBUTED   BY   HENRY  EUGENE 

VANDERVELL 

WHENCE  com'st  thou,  Nymph  of  pagodromic  skill 
(N.B. — This  means  "ice-dancing"  in  Romaic), 

That  circlest  o'er  the  crystal  clear  and  still 
With  footprints  cabalistic,  algebraic  ? 

Art  thou  Terpsichore's  self  come  back  to  Earth, 
Or,  possibly,  Hans  Andersen's  Snow  Maiden? 

Did  the  Frost-realm  of  Asgard  give  thee  birth, 
Or  hast  thou  left  some  Hyperboreal  Aidenn  ? 

Stray 'st  thou,  Enchantress,  from  the  Arctic  Seas, 
A  fleet  Aurora  from  the  Pole  turned  rover, 

Where  the  chill  aeons  fahrenheit  out-freeze  ? 

(Dear  me!     I'm  sorry,  Sir,  I  knocked  you  over). 

Sure  thou  wert  cradled  in  the  North  wind's  home, 
And  taught  thy  art  in  fjords  Septentrionic  ; 

Or  dost  from  tracts  of  a  dimension  roam 

Where  revel  asymptotes  and  curves  harmonic. 

What'er  thou  art,  I  watch  thy  threadless  maze, 
Till  I  am  wonder-rapt  in  trance  hypnotic  ; 
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Like  sunflower  to  the  Sun  I  turn  and  gaze 
(Hullo  !     I'm  down  again  ;  how  idiotic  !). 

Such  dainty  arabesques  and  scrolls  to  trace 
Would  sorely  puzzle  Vandervell  and  Witham ! 

Not  winged  Hermes  could  surpass  in  grace 
Thy  Dowler-clad  footfall's  fantastic  rhythm. 

Sappho  were  by  such  magic  cadence  shamed, 

And  Bacchus  maddened  by  that  grape-vine  flowing. 

"  Ice  music"  be  thy  steps'  light  witchery  named 
(Confound  you,  boy,  just  look  where  you  are  going). 

Incessu  vera  patinet  (pray  excuse 

The  mongrel  verb — 'tis  French  Vergilian  Latin)  ; 
I  mean  she  glides  like  Venus — there's  no  Muse 

Of  Skating,  or  I'd  manage  to  get  that  in  ! 

ENVOY. 

I  might  have  guessed  my  goddess  had  a  swain ; 

He's  just  arrived — my  new-born  hopes  are  humbled. 
My  pen  grows  prosy,  not  to  say  profane 

(And,  hang  it,  that's  the  fortieth  time  I've  tumbled). 
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BY  C.  TURNER 
Reprinted  from  "  Outing"  January,  1893 

WITH  stealthy  stride,  o'er  fleecy  covered  ways, 
Old  Winter  glides  and  grips  the  silv'ry  flood  ; 

Beneath  his  numbing  grasp  its  action  stays, 
And  stagnant  stands  all  nature's  circling  blood. 

Then  do  I  reign  ! 

Then  call  I  forth  my  subjects,  myriad-fold, 
Who  long  have  cast  th'  inquiring  eye  for  me ; 

Straightway  I  bid  grim  winter's  terrors,  hold 
And  fill  the  world  with  carnivals  of  glee. 

Ha  !  ha  !  right  merry  is  my  yearly  reign, 
And  ever  welcome  is  my  buxom  day  ; 

The  glow  of  health  to  faded  cheeks  again 

Right  soon  I  bring,  and  all  the  world  make  gay. 

I  blow  my  blast !  and  swift  th'  opposing  clans, 
Whose  doughty  contests  centre  round  "  the  puck," 

Gather  from  farthest  corners  of  the  lands, 
In  fiercest  struggles  of  sustained  pluck. 

Or  gentle  dames,  and  knights  in  serried  ranks, 

Thread  the  nice  measures  of  the  icy  maze; 
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Whilst  midst  the  waltzers  Cupid  plays  his  pranks, 
And  few  escape  the  ardour  of  his  chase. 

For  what  gives  music  like  my  glassy  plane, 
Crystally  clear,  and  wind-swept  by  the  breeze, 

The  poetry  of  motion  mine  attain  ; 

Who  can  compare  with  my  fair  Coryphees  ? 

Or  swiftly  forth  to  Lingay  mere  I  hie, 
And  worlds  in  icy  tourneys  there  array. 

Fierce  is  the  fray,  Zip !  Zip  !  the  wing'd  feet  fly, 
In  eager  battle  for  the  victor's  bay. 

Who,  then,  can  boast  of  merry  days  like  mine, 
Or  who  can  hold  so  wide  a  sphere  in  thrall  ? 

I  warm  the  hearts  of  millions  with  my  wine, 
And  winter's  monarch  I  am  crowned  by  all. 
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Bn  ©to  Skater  to  bis  ©to  Skates 


BY   H.  C.  J. 
(1897) 

IF  friends  in  need  be  friends  indeed,  right  friends  ye  are 

to  me ; 
Such  friends  as  sweethearts  never  were,  as  sweethearts 

could  not  be. 
When  Fate  and  Fortune  knocked  me  down  and  laid  me 

on  the  shelf, 
Ye  pulled  me  by  both  legs  from  thence,  and  saved  me 

from  myself. 
Ye  may  be  cold,  as  is  your  steel,  but  steel-like    ye  are 

true ; 
While    they  did   promise    much   and   failed — as  human 

sweethearts  do — 
They  would  be  wooed   by  sunny  ways,  with  sentiment 

and  song, 
' Twas  ice  we  trod,  with   the  gait  of  a  God,  in  a  clear, 

cold  air  and  strong. 
Small  time  was  then   to  coo    or   squeeze,  to   flatter  or 

adore  ; 
Your  kiss  was  a  bruise,  and  your  caress  left  aching  bones 

and  sore  ; 
And  these,  at  this,  were  hardly  won,  for  well  you  knew 

the  way, 

79 


AN  OLD  SKATER  TO  HIS  OLD  SKATES 

Like  some  coquette  who  pouts  her  lips  in  tantalising  play, 
To  seem  about  to  yield  each  kiss,  your  woer  almost  wins, 
When  it's  "  As  you  were,"  "Come  on  if  you  dare,"  and 

the  game  once  more  begins. 
Yet,  nonetheless,  the  game  is  good,  for  he  who  wins  at 

last 
Must  work  and  work  to  hold  the  ground  he  conquered 

in  the  Past. 
He  still  must  woo  tho'  he   have  won,  nor  slacken  his 

endeavour, 
For  giving  most  you  j//7/can  give — and  give — and  give 

—for  ever. 
Possession  p'raps  may  clotf  our  taste  for  women,  wine,  or 

wassail, 
But  he  whose  love  has  once  been  yours  //'//  death  shall 

be  your  vassal. 
Ye  know  and  use  that   strange  belief  in  human  souls 

engrained 
That   the    highest  joy   must    be    the  joy  that   still    is 

unattained. 

Be    it    the    woman — just  that    one,    one   woman — God- 
forbidden, 
Or  what  you  will,  man  covets  still  what  most  from  man 

is  hidden. 
In  you  at  least,  whate'er  lies  hid,  whate'er  we  would  be 

wooing, 

It  is  not  base,  it  is  not  bad,  but  worth  a  man's  pursuing. 
We  still  may  fail  of  half  our  hopes,  we  soon  may  reach 

our  tether ; 
But,  d it  all,  we  WILL  go  on,  and  live — and  die — 

together. 
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IDerscs  \rnnc  praise  of  Seating 


BYE  EDGAR  WOOD  SYERS 

(1904) 

LETT  hym  goe  daunce  yn  rounds  and  rings 

Who  n'eer  effaied  to  scaite  ; 
Whan  shodde  lyke  Mercuric  wyth  wyngs, 

Wee  envie  no  man's  state. 

Whan  fast  onne  glaffie  playne  wee  glyde 

Lyke  martlets  farre  and  free, 
Fifhers  who  snare  the  finnie  trybe 

Knowe  no  suche  lybertie. 

The  curler's  skyppe  may  ufe  hym  ille 

Wee  envie  not  hys  lotte, 
E'een  whan  bye  luckie  chaunce  or  skylle 

Hee  hath  putt  downe  "  the  shotte." 

Whan  blythe  and  gaye  our  scaiters  are, 

Wythe  edges  firm  and  true, 
The  gouffer's  joye  ys  leffe  bye  farre 

Shoulde  hee  hole  outte  yn  two. 


's  Skates 


BY  EDGAR  WOOD  SYERS 

(1894) 

THE  praise  of  glove,  of  fan,  or  shoe, 

Full  many  an  ode  relates  ; 
May  not  my  muse,  with  theme  more  new, 

Commend  my  Lady's  Skates  ? 

Eft  little  feet  to  guide  these  blades 

My  Mistress  fair  provides  ; 
And,  sweetest  of  our  glacial  maids, 

On  them  serenely  glides. 

No  steel  that  e'er  was  tempered  can 
Have  borne  so  light  a  weight, 

Since  first  on  ice  primeval  man 
Plied  prehistoric  skate. 
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(LINES  SUGGESTED  BY  THOMAS  HOOD'S  "  SKIPPING  ") 


BY  THE   HONOURABLE   ALGERNON    GROSVENOR 

(1905) 

LOVELY  Maidens  skate, 

On  ice  so  keen  gyrating  ; 

Tom  and  Helen, 

Dick  and  Ellen, 

Cis,  Diana, 

Or  Susannah  ; 

All  in  pairs  are  skating. 

The  F.S.C.  all  skate, 
The  Graces  simulating  ; 
Wheeling,  turning, 
Teaching,  learning  ; 
Ever  new 

Delights  discerning  ; 
Some  in  pairs  are  skating. 

The  tiny  children  skate, 

Of  loops  and  brackets  prating  ; 

With  an  antic 

Quite  romantic, 

Turn  and  tumble, 

Never  grumble  ; 

Some  in  pairs  are  skating. 

The  comely  matrons  skate, 
Their  woes  to  friends  relating  ; 
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Lightly  dancing, 

Sideways  glancing, 

In  what  motion 

I've  no  notion  ; 

All  in  pairs  are  skating. 

The  champion  pairs  they  skate  ; 

Such  lovely  steps  creating ; 

Sweeping,  whirling, 

Twisting,  twirling, 

In  concentric 

Circles  curling  ; 

All  in  pairs  are  skating. 

Professors  also  skate, 
Their  pupils  regulating ; 
Wheeling,  prancing, 
Circling,  dancing, 
Tread  a  measure, 
Giddy  pleasure  ; 
All  in  pairs  are  skating. 

Some  Prince's  members  skate, 

Their  prowess  over-rating ; 

Some,  taught  by  Dent, 

On  tests  are  bent  ; 

Some  in  the  waltz 

Find  sweet  content ; 

All  are  entranced  with  skating. 
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